ON  THE  RE-READING   OF  BOOKS

got hold of sham or counterfeit ideas; and these, with
all his skill in managing them, will not stand the
pressure of time. (His classing poems with meer-
schaum pipes, as two things that improve with use9
is an instance of what I mean by his sham ideas.)

As a writer Dr. Holmes always reminded me of
certain of our bird songsters, such as the brown
thrasher or the catbird^ whose performances always
seem to imply a spectator and to challenge his ad-
miration. The vivacious doctor always seemed to
write with his eye upon his reader, and to calculate
in advance upon his reader's surprise and pleasure.
If the world finally neglects his work, it will probably
be because it lacks the deep seriousness of the endur-
ing productions.

Yet this test of re-reading is, of course, only an
approximate one. So great an authority as Hume
said it was sufficient to read Cowley once, but that
Parnell after the fiftieth reading was as fresh as at
the first. Now, for my part, I have to go to the
encyclopaedia to find out who Parnell was, but of
Cowley even desultory readers like myself know
something* His essays one can not only read, but re-
read. They make one of the unpretentious minor
books that one can put in his pocket and take with
him on a walk to the woods, and nibble at under a
tree or by a waterfall. Solitude seems to bring out
its quality, as it does that of some people*

In our intellectual experience there can probably
245ome past mood or
